


AN END THAT 


XOXGN AT NEVER STOPS ENDING 


October 3 We have stripped for action to wind up the film. 
It is like the last assault of an illness before the patient gets well. 

Since eight in the morning a little group of actors, extras and techni- 
cians has been feverishly busy on the platform at the foot of the tower. 
As soon as they have finished, the production staff will call the dining-car 
actors for this afternoon. 

We are filming Guido’s suicide, which takes place under the table, 
despite the protests of Pace and his retinue. Five shots of the revolver scene 
are made. Fellini covers major scenes from every possible angle. 

For the first time the place is almost depopulated. The launching towers 
have rusted in the recent rains, and the long red scars emphasize the 
atmosphere of desolation. 

We finished in good time. Back at Scalera’s we abandon ourselves to 
the ease of a haven. After the black sand, the scorched reeds, the shanties 
and the rust, the wind and the rain, we savor the rich garden, the sunlight 
filtering down through the big pines, the fountain with its red fish, the 
quiet dark of the half-underground Studio No. 3. 

Paul Ronald, our still photographer, comes through the garden as I 
write. He is dressed like a stationmaster. 

When the day ends we have shot only two takes—without sound. 


October 4 Sunset spatters splotches of orange on the white 
plastic facings of the towers at Ostia. The piles of unused tubing that lay 
round the base of the towers have been taken away by the builders. Only 
the skeleton of the conference table is still here. 

We are at work on a third version of the second ending, which might 
equally well turn out to be part of the first ending. Guido imagines that the 
press conference ends with his suicide. He knows now that he must abandon 
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